Was ever artist more supreme
To catch, to hold, to mould a dream,
Year in, year out, day after day,
And never to let a line go astray

Till undistracted, undeterred,
He caught the seldom-flying bird;
From solid air he craved its crest;
And set it airy in its nest?

I send my thoughts across the skies
Of regions where the Phcenix flies,
Where Past and Present are as one,
To bow before the Emperor's throne;

And seek the artist in the court,

Where only such as he resort;

And from these barbarous times and ways

Offer my crude barbarian praise.

Before we meet, I shall be told
How, one day in the days of old,
The Emperor hearing what he did
(For nothing's from the Emperor hid)

Commanded him to send a proof
Of what on wing or fin or hoof
He fashioned with such skill that, poor,
His name yet reached an Emperor;
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